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Morning,	  Barely	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On the radio, a mother tells anyone 
who'll listen how her daughter left home  
without warning, the date's a blur. 
Her story is the beating of a moth's wings  
caught between panes of glass. I've seen 
the messages painted on boxcars, 
the please-call posters tacked to utility poles.  
I press my hands into the windowsill, 
hold steady. Just beyond the property line,  
Crystal Beach where trout float belly up 
on a summer sheen. There is no beach. 
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